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The Gift 


Author's Notes: 
This is just a little story idea that | got based on a true story. | was in Izzy's position in this and | thought itd 
be funny to warp the story and make it happen to him. Hope you enjoy! 


"So, where are you getting your present?" the raven-haired guitarist asked his friend. 
"Spencers," came the simple reply from the red head. 

"What are you gonna get there?" Izzy raised a questioning eyebrow towards the singer. 
“Something but." Axl hesitated. "You may not wanna come with me." 

Izzy gave his friend a clueless look. "What exactly are you talking about?" 


Axl gave him a smirk. "Trust me, You don't wanna know." He turned and headed into the store. Izzy paused for 
a moment wondering what Axl meant, but then followed the redhead into the store. 


Inside Axl headed straight to the back left corner, pushing past all the people and squeezing through the tons 
of racks that were all placed way too close together. Izzy began to feel a tightness in his throat. He had 
forgotten how claustrophobic he got in crowded areas. He followed close behind Axl past a shelf of t-shirts. 
One shirt caught his eye, it read "Guns N' Roses" in big red letters. No wonder Axl liked this store, he liked any 
place that sold their merchandise. They finally made it to the back, but not before Izzy had knocked into some 
big biker who threatened to take the guitarist's head off if he dared to touch him again. Izzy stopped behind 
Axl and tried to figure out what he was looking at. When he got a better look, he smirked. "What's the matter 
Axl? Can't please the girls enough 

so you have to buy help?" He taunted. 


Axl turned to glare at him. "Screw you, Izzy! | get more girls in one week than you've had in you're lifetime." 
He waited for a snide remark from the guitarist, but when none came, he turned back towards the shelf he 
had been looking at. 

"Then, why are you looking at that stuff for?" Izzy asked. 

"I told you | was buying my present in here," Axl snapped and grabbed one of the items off the shelf. 

That was Axl's present? It had to be some kind of joke. Axl was always making jokes about this. Izzy began to 
chuckle slightly. "He's gonna be pissed when you give him these. You know he hates being made fun of about 


that stuff" 


Axl looked at Izzy as if he had two heads. "This isn't to make fun of him. This is a gift from me and | think 


we'll enjoy them." 


Izzy's eye began to twitch slightly. Images of the items being put to use slowly began to pop into his head. He 
shuddered at the thought. "Axl! That's gross!" 


The outburst causing everyone around them to stare at the two. Axl glared at the dark-haired guitarist. "Izzy, 
Shut up," Axl said through clenched teeth. 


"No, Axl! No! That's disgusting! | can't believe you two.." He stuck his tongue out making a gagging sound. By 


now every person in the store was looking at them 

"| told you not to come with me. | knew you'd act stupid like this," Axl snarled at his bandmate. 

"Well excuse me for acting grossed out at the fact that my lead vocalist is screwing." 

"Izzy! You finish that sentence and lI kill you right here, right now!" Axl cut off the ranting rhythm guitarist. 


Izzy shut his mouth for a moment and realized that everyone was staring at them. 


"What are you freakin’ people looking atl? Mind your own freakin’ business!" The irate vocalist screamed. 
Everyone in the store immediately turned back to what they were doing. Grabbing a few more items, Axl 
stormed up to the counter, pushing past the biker that had threatened Izzy earlier. The man didn't say a word 
when he saw who had pushed him. 


"Sure he doesn't threaten him," Izzy muttered under his breath. What was so intimidating about Axl anyway? 
He was just a scrawny, little, redhead with a hot temper. Oh, and don't forget his screwing buddy. Izzy's eye 
began twitching again and a repulsed look formed on his face as he reached the register where Axl was. Axl 
placed his items on the counter. As the man checked them, they appeared on the screen. Scented Bubble Bath, 
Glow Job, Wheel of Sex, Feel Good Cream, and Fuzzy Pink Handcuffs. 


As Izzy read the items on the screen, more images formed in his head. He shivered again. This was sickening! 
Izzy felt as if his entire dinner was about to come up. "Axl, | refuse to let you buy this stuff! This is 
disgusting and | won't just stand by and let it happen!" He yelled once again grabbing the attention of everyone 
in the store including the cashier. 

Axl's cheeks turned red, Izzy wasn't sure if it was from embarrassment or anger. 


‘Izzy, Shut up and go away!" Axl yelled making the rhythm guitarist step back 


"Fine, | disown you as my best friend," Izzy yelled, mockingly. And with that he stormed out of the store 


muttering loudly about crazy lead singers and their stupid obsessions with lead guitarists. 


Axl let out a loud sigh and turned back to the cashier who was putting Axl's items into a bag. The cashier 
chuckled slightly. "So by his reaction l'm guessing that these items are for Slash?" 


Axl looked up at the cashier with wide eyes. He was a dark haired guy, probably around his mid-twenties and 
had on a Guns N' Roses shirt. 
"No one said they were for Slash?! | don't know what you're talking about? These are for Slash's.sister," he 


lied. 


The guy chuckled again. "Dude, My girlfriend is a rockfic chick, ok? You and | both know that Slash doesn't have 


a sister." 
For the first time in his life, Axl found himself at a loss for words. 
The cashier smirked. "Don't worry. I'll keep it quiet. | think you're freakin’ awesome, man." 


Axl glared. "If this gets out I'm gonna kill Izzy, then I'm gonna hunt down your family and kill them all while | 


make you watch." 


The guy got a huge smile and nodded his head. "Ok, Have a nice day, sir." 


Axl nodded and turned to leave the store. When he got outside, he looked around for his dark haired pain-in- 
the-butt friend. His eyes fell on the rhythm guitarist who was glaring at him. 


"What, Izzy? What? | told you not to come with me but you refused to listen because you always let you're 
curiosity get the best of you. You always have to stick your nose into everyone else's business, don't you?!" 
Axl fumed as he finished his outburst. 

"Glad to know | got to ya" Izzy triumphantly grinned. They began walking down the mall in silence. 


"IF this gets out, I'll kill you," Axl stated bluntly. 


"Yeah, | know" Izzy paused for a moment. "lm sure Slash will like it though. Pink hancuffs?" He grinned at the 
red head. 


"Yeah, | know he will" Axl replied grinning back at his dark haired friend. "And..uh..he likes pink" 


"Do you think Duff will like purple?" 


